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culties I had passed through, by a great deal; nor
did I in any of the times that I had been a wife,
give my husbands the least uneasiness on account
of my behaviour.

But all this was nothing; I found no encouraging
prospect; I waited, I lived regularly, and with as
much frugality as became my circumstances, but
nothing offered; nothing presented, and the main
stock wasted apace; what to do I knew not, the
terror of approaching poverty lay hard upon my
spirits: I had some money, but where to place it I
knew not, nor would the interest of it maintain me,
at least not in London.

At length a new scene opened: there was in the
house where I lodged, a north-country gentle-
woman, and nothing was more frequent in her dis-
course, than her account of the cheapness of provi-
sions, and the easy way of living in her country;
how plentiful and how cheap everything was, what
good company they kept, and the like; till at last
I told her she'almost tempted me to go and live in
her country; for I that was a widow, though I had
sufficient to live on, yet had no way of increasing
it, and that London was an. extravagant place;
that I found I could not live here under IOQL
a-year, unless I kept no company, no servant, made
no appearance, and buried myself in privacy, as if
I was obliged to it by necessity.

I should have observed, that she was always
made to believe, as everybody else was, that I was
a great fortune, or at least that I had three or four
thousand pounds, if not more, and all in my own
hands; and she was mighty sweet upon me when
she thought me inclined in the least to go into her
country; she said she had a sister lived near
Liverpool, that her brother was a considerable
gentleman there, and had a great estate also in